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What Exactly Is A Joke? 


Author's Notes: 
This is just be babbling. | wanted to write something, so | did. Its not very well put together or anything, so 


dont be surprised if theres spelling errors or mistakes. 


| was twenty when | fell in love with you, darling. 


It was 1963 and the band wasn't even close to being heard of. You started letting your curly dark hair grow 
long and writing more songs than you had before. We were the closest back then. But that might of been the 
fact we all lived together. | remember being thankful everyday | roomed with you and not Nick, him being an 
obnoxious snorer. Each night you stayed up reading or writing in your notebooks until | forced you to sleep, 


but even then you'd wait till you thought | dozed off then turn on your lamp and continue where you left off. 


On several occasions you would bring a girl home and you two would screw. This was annoying for a couple of 
reasons. One; | couldn't ever get laid, so you bringing some pretty girls home constantly was a drag. Two; the 
whole time | heard you giggling, kissing, all of that, | was hurting. At the time | couldn't of told you why, but of 


course now I'm old enough to understand that | was, am, in love with you. | thought it was just jealousy, which 


could of made sense. You were better at it all. Painting, writing, singing, girls, guitar, everything. But | now know 
that was why | love you. You were everything | wasn't, and | hated myself. You were handsome, loving, and 


warm. 


Everyone knows I'm not much of a looker, nor have | ever been very kind. Well, | was kind to you. The kindest | 


could be, at least. 


My twenty-first birthday you took me out. It was embarrassing really, since you were only I8 and knew every 
bar in town were we could go. That night you dragged me into the bathroom, both of us pissed out of our 


minds, and you kissed me. It was sloppy and wet, but that was most likely inexperience on my end. 
We both fell asleep in my bed before we could do anything. 


When you woke up you promised me not to tell anyone. That hurt too. But | didn't blame you. We never spoke 
about it becouse you didn't want to, because it made you uncomfortable. Because | made you uncomfortable. It 


was awful not having a friend to talk to anymore. 
You switched rooms with Rick the next day. 
That hurt a lot too. 


In [965 the band started becoming more well known. You could ask someone on the street if they knew who 
Pink Floyd was and they could tell you. It wasn't always good answers, but they knew, which was all that 
mattered. Your hair was even longer and you started wearing bright colours and patterns. It looked silly on 
most people, but you were Syd Barrett. You could make a brown paper bag look good. You urged the whole 
band to take up the whole attire. | really didn't want to, but you said, 


"Its good to have an image if you want to get famous." 


Which made enough sense. So we all started borrowing each others clothes, or buying new ones. Well, not me. | 
could barely fit in anything, which ended me up sewing parts onto my pants to make them look longer, or 
wearing jackets to cover up the fact my sleeves didn't fit. | hadn't ever been so uncomfortable. You pressed 


and pressed that | looked good. But it wasn't true and you knew it. 


The UFO became the bands home almost. No matter what, we could always play there. You thought it was 
great, everyone was happy and tripping and dancing to our music. | thought it was rubbish. Everyone high, 
making out or shagging on the floor. Anything went at the UFO. And you always used that to your advantage. 


In [961 each night became harder and harder to play with you. You were as high was our crowd was, not even 
playing. Just detuning your guitar and strumming the loose strings. Sometimes you would just sit there and 
stare, or even walk off. Once or twice you only played one chord the whole night. Some idiot said it was 
because you were "genius". | wouldn't believe that if you paid me. You were brilliant, sure, but you taking tabs 


and fucking up our shows was not "genius". Far from it. 


When we got our record deal everything was suppose to be better. It was suppose to be the bands big "We're 
here! Look at us!" to popular music. It was in a sense. But you made it as difficult as possible. It wasn't even 
close to fun, like we would of hoped. It was your way or the highway, and you slipping in and out of la-la land 
made ‘your way’ even harder. | stayed over night fixing things for the album, hoping the next day you wouldn't 
realized | changed things. You never did. 


A week before the record was released you made me come over to your apartment. It was just you and me 
for the first time in years. The first hour was awkward small talk and slipping tea. Then it slowly progressed 
to you showing me new songs you had written, or riffs on the guitar you made up. When | got up to leave you 


almost threw your guitar off you, pulling me back down to sit next to you again 


"Don't leave. Please?" You whispered. Your eyes had lost that sparkle you had, had only minutes before. They 
were scared. | couldn't of said no to you right then even if | tried The rest of the day was spent with you 
hanging onto my arm, your head on my shoulder, both of us watching the TV. When it was really time for me 
to leave, you sighed and looked at me again, begging with your eyes to stay. 


| spent the night and held you the whole time. 


In [968 you weren't in our live performances anymore. | had never seen you so angry. You threw things at me, 
yelled, pushed, and shoved. | ended up covered in bruises. | had also never seen you cry so hard. Studio time 
was mostly you glaring at David and dragging me away from the group, begging me to kick him out. | wanted 
to, | really did. But | was young, | wanted to have money, cars, and girls. | wanted to be famous, or even 
worshiped. You didn't want any of that. Well maybe the money, which you had plenty of. The idea of being 
idolized made you squirm. But it was your band, and you didn't want some, "big lipped, stupid bastard" as you 
said, taking it away from you. 


By the middle of record Saucerful of Secrets you left the band. 


In 1969 David and | agreed to produce your first solo album. It was my excuse to see you everyday again 


without question. David did it because he wanted back on your good side. We both got what we wanted. 


Working with you was a nightmare. You were even worse than before. Half the songs you mumbled, not even 
correctly playing them. You wouldn't even play them the same twice. When you were done, you left and went 
home, in which left David, | and your backup band to piece together what could hopefully be a song. The one 
you really liked, the one we all really liked, was Opel. It was going to be your single. 


Sadly Opel got over looked while we rushed to finish putting the album together and didn't make it on there. 
You didn't care. But | did. The album came out in Janurary, selling about 6,000 copies in the first couple weeks. 
You didn't care about that either. 


| visited you every now and then, you almost never wanted to see me. And if you did it was for an hour or so 


before you remembered how angry you were with me and screamed at me to leave. 


When David asked me if | wanted to help with your second album | refused. | regret that now. But he called me 


in the middle of your recording session saying, 

"Syd wants you to come down." or, "Syd is asking for you." When | asked why didn't he just put you on the 
phone he went off topic. | went down to the studio anyway, and the second you saw me you smiled and waved 
slightly. | smiled and waved as well. After two hours of getting almost nothing done, you got angry and left to 
go home. | went to follow you but you pushed me away and said you didn't want to see me anymore. 


So | never came back around. 


| regret that too. 


